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Battle of the Bards, Cc. 


* 


Can ro the Firſt, 


HEN firſt poetick broils grew high, 
And Bards fell out, they knew not why, 
When emy, jealouſies and fears 
Set Pvetaftars by the ears, 
Approaching war and lond alarms. 

Then rous'd the noiſie tribe to arms? 

One ſquadron here, with quills extended; 
Juſt vengeance vows, as firſt offended ; 
Another body there as large, 


Stand ready to receive the charge, 


Beſore the dreadful Gen'rals ſtand 
With paper, pen and ink at hand, 


he. 


17 b#. 
Who big with hopes, augment their gien, 
And ſpur their Party on the aQian, 
Watch all the motions of a For, = 
| And ev'ry great Deſign fore. now 
For ſhou d 3 flying Party plunder, 5 
They're royal right wich Yorm and thunder, | 


Proud on this ſide Imperial, — 7 | 
In accents ſtrong harangues his party, 
Their abjed Minds be ſtrives to fe. 
Teaching chem glory to admire. 

My worthy Friends, fince no diſgrace 
cam our immortal pots efface, 

Since envious Eniticks dauy Py them, | a bf 
And al their las ia can't decry them; 8 6 
But Fam R. innertg! Fane beſt!os | \ 

On us, what be denies our Foes 

Why does your ding Courage fink, 

While ye have wit, and 152 ve ink! ? 

Why docs your oy 5 Lance lye fin, $f 

Made for that great ahn 10 kl ? ? 

Or why, when S:tyre * ſeught your aid, 
Were fulſom Dedicatrns made? - 
Why quires of paper thrown ava, 
T's arent the Rules of - ken? = | WP 


W 
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And you, O Dont) ben NM 20 
His taug ht 10 paint each lovely featung, „ £61 
Each bright perfection af the Fair, 2 1 3:17 
Shall ſons of Earth | thy valour ſe he? wor of 
Ke But as you once made thaſe to ſhine, 

May theſe be dill in eo'ry line; © _ 

Be all their traſh, that ebeats the dye, 

Expord and rail'd at in thy page: Rn of 


Thus by audacious firength and. might, 
We ſoon may put our foes t flight. 
-. „ . 

The liſt'ning croud with loud huzzra's, ñ | 5 

Ev'n ftrain their lungs to give applauſe, 

Confirm him judge of all they write, * 1 - 

Through malice, envy, rage, or ſpite 

Lampoons of ſatyres, verſe or proſe, 

Againſt D———»#, S———, or fuch foes, 

Swear never to ſorſake his Party, | 

But faithfully adhere to C——p. 


Now each receives a quite of paper, 
Six pens, a ſtandiſh, and a taper, 
In haſte all fly iato their den, | 
There write and blot, and write agen, 
War, open war their thoughts engage, 


And threatning ſilence ſpeaks their rage. 


| EF "I 
"Now, Maſe, look o'er to t'other fide, 


Where ſpite, revenge, and wrath conſpire, * 
To rouſe their ſpleen, and whet their re, 


Se: Minds by various paſſions tot, 
And Reaſon 'midſt thoſe. paſſions loſt; 
VVhere fury does its aid diſpenſe, 
To fill up all the void of ſenſe. 
5. nd $ 2, each begany? - 
By rage to ſwell themſelves to Man, 
Their abje& fears they fling aſide, 
Aud * e 


Strife, who 10 fa had lain in + chains, 
A itcanger to the peaceful Swains; - 
(For Fear had bound the the captive Maid} 
Is now releud by Envy's aid, 

And ſer at liberty to; rove, 

ending the firmeſt tyes of love. 

e ſhe firs brooding cet the Bards, 
And evry genrous Thought retar is. 
Lives in their ſouls, foments their rage, 
And teems her ſpawn o'er evry page, 
Promotes their dire Tntettine jarrsy 

The rip'nisg ſeeds of future wars, 


Incites 


„ 


Which Saryre-proof cou'd fand the tell, 


(93 
tncites her ſub ects to deſtroy, 
And falling Victims, are her joy; 
Heeg teſul preſence D n fixes, 
He writes whatever ihe inſpires ; 

L ke beedlefs travellers, he wanders, 
By ties delafive, Jur'd ro dangers, 

T hro' making. bogs he ſtrays about, 
Led further in, but never out, 


Heain in field the Heroes ſhine, 
Ranging their Forces in a line, 
Here Daw——z animates his Party, 
So fire their engines quick on C-—y, 
And by his great example fhews, 
That comage beft can ſirength oppoſe, 
Then flraight 2 volley at him ſent, 
That on his fame its fury ſpent, * 


1 * 
We  £ 


(His fame to injure, 33 a Jeſts 
For libcllings and defamations, 
Hun but eftabliſi4 Reputations :) 


Now C——y ftun'd with vaſt furpriſc, 
Stur d all around with yengeful Eyes, 


1 (1 <8. :3 

His lifted arm and hideous grin, ; 3 oY 
Expreſi d the fury lodg'd within, 

Which in poetick thunder flew, 

And in a moment blaſted two. 


The end of the firſt Canto; 
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